THE   ''RAILWAY

standing at the other end of it. "It's the Railway Queen"
replied the steward, in astonishment. "What Railway
Queen?" I asked. "Why, your English Railway Queen"
said he, "she's come over to congratulate the Danish
Railways."

We didn't know what it all meant, so we just waited.
About twenty minutes passed and all our attempts to
leave the ship were baulked. Her Majesty had to come
first. At long last there emerged on deck, followed by
fathers, brothers and what not, a young girl, with bowed
head, clad in a green bespangled dress and a coronet
and veil. As she walked down the gangway the crowds
cheered, the bands played, and the Mayor began to
make a speech. Not until the Railway Queen had com-
pleted her progress were we allowed into the Customs
House to declare nothing at all.

We got to Copenhagen in the morning. An extremely
beautiful woman-journalist (if this isn't too much to
swallow) met the train and asked me what I thought
about Shakespeare and John Galsworthy. I told her
about the Railway Queen. She said that the Railway
Queen was the news of the day in Denmark and was going
to have a Guildhall luncheon. I said, truly, that I didn't
even know there was a Railway Queen, let alone knowing
whether she was the Queen of one railway, or of all our
systems, or who elected her. The interviewer grinned.
That evening I saw her again. She said: "Well, I saw
the Railway Queen and told her you'd never heard of
her." ccWhat did she say to that?" I naturally asked.
"She said that she'd never heard of you."

That was a blow. However, the lady put things right

[ 159 ]